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PUCK. 
Nos. 21 & 23 WARREN STREET. 


FOR SALE BY ALL NEWS DEALERS. 


ee 


Terms To SusscriBers. 








One Copy one year, or s2numbers.........0..00.  seecevees $5.00 
One Copy, six ths, or 26 SEE represen 
One Copy for thirteen weeks..........ceeceeceseeeces seeeee 1.25 
Postack Freez. 
roe ee OS. KEPPLER. 
Business MANAGER...... . ..A. SCHWARZMANN. 


DN Anedidelmes ceecertsconseses< H. C. BUNNER. 
SPECIAL NOTICES. 





war FPemittances by Money Order, etc., are to be addressed to 
KEPPLER & SCH ARZMANN. ar 


We cannot undertake to return reyected communications, and 
to this rule we can make no exception. 











Pucx 1s on Sale in London, at the News Agency of Messrs. 
HENRY F. GILLIG & CO., 449, Strand, Charing Cross, and 
at THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS COMPANY, 11, Bouverie 
Street, Fleet Street; in Paris, at TERQUEM’S, 12 Boulevard 
= con cqumains and onfile at the ‘‘ Herald *’ Office, 49 Avenue de 
*Opera. 








REMOVAL. 


{™ Puck has removed to new and, of course, com- 
modious quarters at 
Nos. 21 & 23 WARREN STREET. 














COnMTtEIw Ts. 


Puck’s Pantuson—VI,.—Conk- 


Expensive Blowing 
ling, the Curled Congressional 


Vanderbilt versus Decency. 

May—(sonnet.) 

PUCKERINGS. 

The ‘‘Moderation’”’ Society. 

International Raving. 

Pucx’s PANTHEON—VI,—Conk- 
ling. 

A Lover’s Progress (poem)— 
illus." 


Cesar. 

Poems of Places.—H. W, Short- 
man. 

Who Unbridged Webster.—Lem 
E. C. 

FirznoopLe in America.—No. 
LXXXVIl. 

Mr. Bryce on Sport. 

The Theatres. 

ANSWERS FOR THE ANXIOUS. 


Arcuie Gascoyne—John Fraser 
Puck’s EXCHANGES. 


Gallic Gumdrops. 

A Hat of P evention—illus. 

A Plea—illus 

April Armor—illus. 

A Problematic Expedient —illus. 





EXPENSIVE BLOWING. 
HEN the great original Member for 
Buncombe ‘Co. got up in the House 
of Representatives and made his fa- 
mous speech, there was no weighty objection 
to that patriotic though perfunctory perform- 
ance. His fellow-members quietly went out 
and absorbed stationery, or strolled through 
the marble corridors while the primitive lobby- 
ists of those days wooed their tympani with 
soft seductive hints of divvy-ful jobs or ‘‘bone’’- 
bearing stock operations. ‘Those who were 
temperate or honest—let us not, in a too realis- 
tic spirit, inquire if there were any such— 
quietly slumbered on their legislative seats, and 
dreamt of home and silence, what time their 
conscientious colleague’s platitudinous periods 
exalted Columbia’s horn above the effete des- 
‘potisms of Europe. 

But the member for Buncombe was an honest, 
simple-minded fellow, who ground out his little 
hour or so of home-made eloquence merely to 
please his constituents and earn his salary. 
Both motives were natural and praiseworthy; 
and the man himself was quite harmless; and 
only a very small and insignificant nuisance. 

Yet the Member for Buncombe gave his 
name to a mighty plague and curse: a scourge 
which we are now feeling in its worst form— 
the outrage of Talk for Talk’s sake—or for yet 
meaner objects. 

Here we have, in the Congress of the United 
States, two sets of men, who, for the last fort- 
night, have been throwing oratorical mud at 
each other, and incidentally besmirching the 
good name of their common country. ‘They 
have bullied, they have whined, they have de- 
nounced, they have chopped logic; they have 
wasted the public’s time and the public’s pa- 
tience, they have made unspeakable asses of 
themselves in every way and shape that the 
ingenuity of man can compass—and why? 

Because Mr. Garfield of Ohio believes in 
U.S. troops at the pools; and Mr. Blackburn of 
Kentucky doesn’t? 
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Perched upon high, the sable Whitewasher. 
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PRIL has wandered, with her breath of balm 
Slightly suffused with symptoms of catarrh, 
Out of our sight. 

Of May is risen in azure heavens calm. 

The birds tune up what poets call a psalm— 
It is quite as likely cussing that they are. 
Now is revived last year’s mosquito-bar. 

And resurrected is the fan of palm. 

Perchance 'tis premature to speak of fans 

Or of mosquitoes ; but there is a rush 
’Mongst moving folks—a rivalry, as ‘twere 

For eligible and commodious vans. 

And o’er a myriad ceilings wields his brush 


And now the softer star 
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Not much. 

Simply because there is a Democratic majority 
in Congress, and because the Democrats, to 
keep it there, and the Republicans, to get it 
out, want to have a grand free-fight before the 
eyes of the whole country. 

Does the average citizen believe that little 
handful of troops down South is absolutely 
necessary to insure the salvation of the country 
through a free ballot? No!—no more than he 
believes that the leaders of the Republican 
party are all pure-minded patriots or saintly 
statesmen. Or does he think the said handful 
of troops a menace of death to every institu- 
tion of liberty? Not a bit!—no more than he 
thinks that the dozen or so superfluous ex-rebels 
at Washington are going to overturn the nation 
and set things once more on an ante-bellum 
basis. 

Gentleman Legislators, we are paying for 
this gas; and we don’t like either the quality 
or the quantity. Open the escape-valves of 
your highly objectionable political balloons 
and go home to make your reckoning with 
your constituents. 








VANDERBILT VERSUS DECENCY. 


—— 


WE are informed that Mr. Wm. H. Vander- 
bilt has ordered a well-painted figure of Puck, 
which, on an up-town advertising fence, has 
gladdened the hearts of Fifth Avenue pedes- 
trians, to be blotted out on the ground of its 
indecency. 

This, of course, is the highest possible com- 
pliment that the virtuous and conscientious 
pauper millionaire could pay us; and we take 
this opportunity of thanking him for his ap- 
preciation. 

We cannot, however, refrain from remarking 
that the only occasion on which Puck has been 
constrained to publish any pictures which per- 
haps bordered on the indecent, was when he 
exhibited pictorially the most interesting events 
in the career of the noble and historic house of 
Vanderbilt. 

We wish it to be distinctly understood that 
the above remarks are no reflection on Mr. Cor- 
nelius Vanderbilt, who has proved himself, by 
his recent payment of his old debt, an honest 
and a just man. 

















Puckerings. 


Wasn’t Sykes an Appropriation’ Bill ? 





Cautious Rochester may become car’less, 





THE Nihilists who Czar when he is shot at! 





THERE is a material difference between a silk 
dress and a‘calico gown. 





Now, in case of War in Street, Puck can see 
it from the window. 





EkoweE in Zululand is not pronounced at all 
—it is sneezed; and the savages who invested 
it were up to snuff, 





“THIS negro immigration is like the aggre- 
grate liability of two of our delinquent sub- 
scribers—it is an X owed us. 





SURROGATE CALVIN must have felt himself 
secure in his betrothed’s affections, for he 
stopped court-proceedings several days before 
his marriage. 





Ir is said that Mr. James O’Neil, now of San 
Francisco, has had George Eliot’s ‘ Daniel 
Deronda” dramatized for him.—Auffalo Every 
Saturday. 

Ah, yes! Our literary staff is busily engaged 
in dramatizing the New York City Directory. 
TRAMP, TRAMP, TRAMP, THE TRAMP 

IS COMING! 
[Cartoon in No. 109 of Puck.| 

‘*T am the New Constitution.”—We are in- 
debted to the New York Puck for the ideas in 
our cartoon, presented to our readers in this 
day’s issue of the S. 7. Mews-Letter. ‘The de- 
sign is quite equal to any yet emitted from 


that witty publication.—San Francisco News- 
Letter. 








NOTICE. 


—-—0— 


Numbers 10, 14, 25, 26, 39, 53, 56 and 58 of 
Puck will be bought at this office, 21 & 23 Warren 
Street, at 25 cents per copy. 
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THE “MODERATION” SOCIETY. 





[See cartoon on centre pages.) 





——— 


*OR very many years certain self-con- 
uf ¢ stituted “reformers” have been taking 


care of the health, manners and morals 
of their neighbors, and denouncing everybody 
who dared to disagree with them in language 
compared to which the outpourings of Capt. 
Williams’s wrath may be considered as the 
gentle zephyr. , , 

These ‘reformers’ have sailed out into the 
sea of begotry under many names; they have 
been called ‘‘ Washingtonians,” ‘‘ Neal Dow- 
ites,” ‘‘Leaguers,” “Crusaders,” and recently 
“Blue Ribbon Men.” ‘Their one idea was 
that any man who sold liquor should be hanged ; 
and that no man, whatever his physical needs, 
should taste liquor under any circumstances. 
That is, that a certain moral and physical 
measure should be made for all the sons of 
men, and if they did not fit it naturally they 
should be made to fit it. They had their patent 
medicine of Prohibition, which, like other 
patent medicines, was to cure the disease with- 
out any diagnosis of the case: asort of catarrh 
cure which never inquired whether the trouble 
was catarrh of the nostrils, throat, bronchial 
tubes, lungs or stomach. 

They laid down Prohibition as a law, and 
because it suited them, it must, willy-nilly, suit 
everybody else. The result of which has been 
that during the past twenty years, at least, the 
manufacture, importation and sale of intoxi- 
cating drinks in this country have been steadily 
on the increase, until some thoughtful people 
have trembled lest we should degenerate into 
a notion of drunkards; and Rum, not Politics, 
burst this distracted Republic. 

Some of these thoughtful people reflected 
upon the matter, and felt that a great moral 
movement was not fitly carried on by a crowd 
of fanatical females, with their sisters, etc., 
kneeling before a gin-mill, howling hymns, to 
the great delight of the ubiquitous small-boy: 
nor by an Ex-Jail-bird tying pieces of blue 
ribbon in the male button-hole at a salary of 
$250 per week and his hotel-board. Nor did 
they believe that the closing of all the front 
doors of saloons and opening all the side doors 
thereof on the ‘‘Lord’s Day,” tended toward 
keeping the Sabbath holy. But they dd think 
that if men were reasoned with as men, and 
not as “terrible examples”; if the smart busi- 
ness man or the shrewd lawyer was told they 
were drinking too much for his health—and 
his pockets, ¢hen the evil might be checked, 
kept within bounds, until in the next genera- 
tion it might commence to disappear entirely. 

Hence this late ‘“‘ moderate drinking ” move- 
ment, wherein those who could never be touched 
by the professional “‘‘Temperance” shrieker 
pledge themselves not to treat or be treated, 
and not to drink during business hours. 

Surely this is a great thing accomplished. 

But isn’t it a little rough on our dearly be- 
loved brethren who practice behind the bar? 
If Tom Tamper mounted a blue ribbon and 
withdrew his custom from the hotel of Pat 
McGinnis, Pat smiled the comfortable smile of 
confident anticipation, for he knew, in his 
heart, that Tom would come.back, after many 
days, and during a week’s spree make up for 
lost time. But when Tom joins the moderation 
movement, and comes in of an evening, takes 
and drinks his own particular drink, and abideth 
not to chat with the boys, to treat or be treated, 
then the heart of McGinnis sinketh, and he 
counted his cash at closing hour, with a groan 
at the small amount thereof. And when the 
swing-doors of the down-town “Sample” room 
do not bang as regularly as the big clock ticks 
off the seconds of ‘lime, then the be-diamonded 
Proprietor says he’ll be deed if he wouldn’t 








PUCK. 


rather have a thousand Francis Murphy’s set 
loose than one of these moderate drinking 
movements. 

Hard as are the lines into which the saloon- 
keeper seems to have fallen, there is a crushing 
blow yet in store for him, which Puck feels in 
duty bound to administer. Drs. Crosby, Cooper, 
LL.D., etc., seem to have forgotten it. It is the 
pledge against the early morning cock-tail. In 
mercy to the American stomach, in honor of 
the American breakfast, let us stop the matu- 
tinal cock-tail. If we must take eur lone drink 
before business hours, let us take it straight, 
without “bitters,” and after our coffee and 
muffin and omelette and salad are nestling 
snugly in our respective Stomachs, ready to 
receive the cocktail aforesaid and pull the 
sting out of it. 

But what will poor rum-seller do then ? 


INTERNATIONAL RACING. 


[See cartoon on first page.| 














We did—there is no use denying it—we did 
feel a little sore when O’Leary, instead of peg- 
ging away for the Astley belt, incontinently 
pegged out and left the belt aforesaid to Rowell 
and the glorification of John Bull. But now 
we can crow; the eagle and the whangdoodle 
(bird unknown to Audubon) can flap their 
wings and scream; for our American horse 
Parole has won three races from Mr. Bull. He 
has put his foot in the British pocket and ex- 
tracted therefrom many thousands of pounds; 
and the British lion feels very much like a 
British ass when he remembers that he wagered 
40 to 1 against a horse that had the record which 
Parole made in this country. 

But there is.a deeper significance in this than 
appears on the service. ‘There is a sporting ri- 
valry between this country and England, and 
we have always claimed the supremacy. We 
have tried in many ways to show the little is- 
land her inferiority. We sent over a yacht (the 
America) and she beat all England. Then we 
sent a man (Heenan) who certainly walloped 
her best man, Sayers. Then we sent a boat 
with half a dozen men, and Columbia won the 
honors of the English river. ‘Then, next we 
sent a man to walk against all England, and 
O’Leary brought home to us the champion’s 
belt. 

This aroused all the energies of all England; 

the entire land was scoured to find a Man to 
whip America at our own game; little Rowell 
was discovered, sent over here, and he did the 
job. 
: But this was too much for Yankeeland. Of 
course we had hundreds of human steam-engines 
who could go as they pleased at the rate of 800 
or 1000 miles in six days; but a more humi- 
liating defeat was deemed necessary to utterly 
crush ’aughty Halbion; something noble, yet 
inferior to a man. 

So Parole was summoned to the front and 
thoroughly flabbergasted Great Britain, not 
once—not twice—but thrice in three successive 
efforts. 

It took a little Man, with all sorts of legs, 
running legs, walking legs, cast-iron legs to 
beat America: America can and has settled 
England’s hash with only a horse. 

It has long been a slur cast upon Americans 
that we haven’t any beer in this country, be- 
cause ‘they arn’t got the ’ops, ye know!” We 
now retaliate. Our British cousin has no racers 
—they h’ain’t got the hops, you know. When 
they get a horse that can hop and skip over 
the turf like our American horses—then we'll 
send over a still inferior animal to knock the 
stuffing out of J. B. ; 

We'll send over a Mule, and even back him 
against an English Aan. 
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PUCK’S PANTHEON, 


VI. 
THE CuRLED CONGRESSIONAL C&SAR. 


WE apologize to Senator Conkling for the 
long delay in presenting his portrait to the ad- 
miring gaze of the millions of his lovers. 

We use the last word in its Shakespearian 
signification. 

The heroes, such as Butler and Burnside, 
who have already graced our collection of im- 
mortals, are all well enough in their way. They 
had something to recommend them in the mat- 
ter of beauty and intellect, or they wouldn’t have 
been there ; but Conkling, the Senatorial Apollo, 
rears his lofty head, surmounted by perpetual 
ambrosial curls, above ordinary public speci- 
men of humanity like what-d’ye-call-em 
amongst the minnows—the joke is a trite un— 
and Puck feels for once really unable to do 
justice to the subject. 

The great New York Senator can give Blaine 
points in pose, and double discount Bayard in 
courtesy. 

There is no foreman worthy of his steel in 
the whole Senate. 

Wher Burnside, the beautiful, attempted to 
measure swords with our glorious Apollo in a 
Senate committee room, everybody knows what 
followed, and that Senator Burnside owes the 
preservation of those luxuriant whiskers of his 
entirely to Senator Conkling’s magnanimity, 
who didn’t bring into play his reserve thun- 
derbolts. 

Many admirers of our hero had reluctantly 
formed an opinion that he had drifted into 
wishy-washy Democracy, and was but a 
weak-kneed Republican; but such ideas have 
entirely been dispelled by the ultra-magnificent 
oration delivered amidst all the grace and 
beauty of Washington, on the question of em- 
ploying troops at the polls. Senator Conkling’s 
methods are strictly histrionic. He always acts 
best with a full house, when thousands are 
hanging on his words. 

His mirror tells him he is fair to look upon; 
his barber gives him the private information 
that his locks are of so fine a texture that they 
make the silk-worm blush with envy when it 
thinks about them. 

His honied words are as pearls which are 
thrown, in his opinion—the proverb is some- 
what musty. 

Yet, withal, and it pains us so to say, Sena- 
tor Conkling is not happy. One would think 
that except being President of the United 
States, he had reached the acme of his ambi- 
tion, the observed of all observers, the admired 
of all admirers; what more could mortal desire 
short of being in Heaven’s Cabinet ? 

Ay, there’s the rub. Senator Conkling is 
not President; and if our judgment in politics 
is worth anything, we don’t see any immediate 
prospect of his fulfilling the desires of his own 
heart. 

It is unfortunate that so monstrously great a 
man should not be able to take a little turn in 
the White House, but it arises from the inher- 
ent weakness of human nature, which is apt to 
neglect the mighty for the commonplace. 

Senator Conkling is, so far, the most won- 
derful and most practical statesman that Amer- 
icaand Custom House patronage has produced 
—Washington not excepted. 


Ir had to come! “ Pinafore” and pedes- 
trianism! ‘The two popular crazes combined! 
A “snap” company from this city struck an 
Ohio village where there were already three 
performances of the same opera in full blast, 
the manager left in disgust, taking his pocket- 
book with him, and the troupe purpose walking 
the entire distance back, just to show the versa- 
tility of true genius. 
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A LOVER’S PROGRESS. 





This is the simple maiden I 
Loved very long ago; 
She was freckled and she was shy, 
And I think she had a cast in her eye; 
But now I scarcely know. 


She was rather stupid and rather small, 
And her conversational powers 

Were undeveloped: I can not call 

To mind the causes that made me fall 
In love, in childhood’s hours. 


But I did; I spooned her most awfully, 
And she never cared a snap. 
I’d have done any sort of absurdity 
My thirteen year-old divinity 
To have throned on my boyish lap. 


And now I flirt with a city belle, 
Whose manners are calm and cool, 

She is quite too very awfully swell; 

She’s a great advance on my first—but—well— 
J am just the same young fool. 








GALLIC GUMDROPS. 


ADAPTED TO THE AMERICAN TASTE. 


MopE of a declaration: 
Mademoiselle : To see you is to love you. 
Where and when may I prove it? 





On THE STREET.—‘‘ That’s a pretty jolly 
looking little woman, considering she’s in full 
mourning!” 

‘“‘ Naturally, naturally; don’t you see—she’s 
in the honeymoon of her widowhood.” 





AT THE BaLt.—‘ Why am I dancing with 
my wife? Why, dammit, old man, I don’t 
want to be taken for her husband.” 





In THE OrrFice.—‘‘I don’t want to break a 
twenty-seven dollar bill—can you lend me that 
fifty cents you owe me?” 





Doctor (¢0 spouse of sick Hibernian):—But 
how about the leeches I ordered, Mrs, O’Fla- 
herty ? 

INTELLIGENT DESCENDANT OF THE KINGS OF 
IRELAND:—Sure, sorr, I give them to him, sorr. 
Ye didn’t send me no word how, sorr, so oi 
biled them in butther, sorr, an’ he wouldn’t 
swaller only two of ’em, docther, avick! 





REMARKS OF MY UNCLE:—Religion is like a 
corset. It sustains; but squeezes, 

Poverty is not asin: it is something a blamed 
sight worse. 





SMIFFKINS doesn’t like clever women. 

‘* They use their confounded smartness only 
to deceive us,” said he. 

‘‘ And,” suggested his wiser friend, ‘their 
Don’t be ungrateful, Smiffkins.”’ 


husbands. 











SHE walked the whole length of the drawing- 
room car, looking carefully into every division. 

‘¢ Whatcher want, mem ?” asked the amiable 
conductor, “‘a compartment where there ain’t 
no gentlemen ?” 

‘*No,” she replied blandly; ‘‘ no, a compart- 
ment where there’s only one.” 


Ir was an enterprising butcher, who put horse- 
meat and other fancy flesh on sale. 

‘Tell me,”’ said a passing philosopher, re- 
garding the meat-merchant’s sign, ‘‘ how does 
Monkey taste ?” 

“Good. Like pork,” replied the artist of the 
cleaver. 

‘* Ah, yes, of course!”’ said the philosopher; 
“wonderful imitative faculty that animal pos- 
sesses!”’ 





THEY met the ex-Sunday-school Superin- 
tendent and Bank Cashier in the whirl of 
fashionable London life. 

‘“Thought you were sent up for ten years, 
old man ?”’ 

“Was 1?—was I?” said he, dreamily passing 
his alabaster hand through his clustering curls: 
‘fact is, I’ve been so busy lately, y’ know, 1 
haven’t kept track of that little affair.” 





“WaNnT me to make an appointment with 
you, eh?” said the journalist, sticking his 
thumbs in the armholes of his vest; ‘‘ well, you 
can always find me, sir—er—a/fter dinner,” 





THE darlings were speaking of one of their 
particular friends: 

‘* Isn’t she lovely ?” 

‘* Charming!” 

‘* So sweet!” 

** So refined!” 

‘* Such eyes!” 

‘* And a figure!” 

‘* Did you ever see such golden hair!” 

‘‘ Perfectly glorious!” 

‘¢ Her mouth, too!” 

“Tar 

‘“‘A rosebud!” said the most enthusiastic of 
the lot; ‘‘ but her teeth are awful—“hank God!” 





‘¢ Papa, are those ducks geese ?” 

‘« My son, those are swans.” 

‘* Swans of what, papa ?” 

‘« Swans of water, my son.” 

‘‘ Then it is going to rain, papa?” 

The reason there is no point to this joke is 
that you can’t make a pun on swan and sign 
in English, and the French son-of-a-mitrailleuse 
could. 





‘¢ My father, what is an Israelite ?” 

‘* My son, an Israelite is a rich Jew.” 
‘‘ And what is a Jew, my father ?” 
‘A poor Israelite.” 





He had just arrived at the Astor House, 
fresh from Skowhegan, when he heard a hand- 
organ pealing forth ‘‘ Nancy Lee.” 

‘Dern my picter,” said he, ‘‘ ef that toon 
ain’t got as fur ’s Noo York.” 





Twosmall but benevolent infants in the Park: 

‘*Oh, dear, my beetle ’s only dot five legs.” 

‘* Break anozzer one off, Johnny, so’s he won’t 
be lame.” 





PRISONER (about quitting his dungeon celt, to 
kind-hearted matron,):—Mrs, Smith, you have 
been like a mother to me since I’ve been here. 
I leave you a little memento of me—some of 
my hair—’tis all I have to offer. It is not long 
enough to make you a bracelet; but there is 
sufficient, I think, to build you a tooth-brush. 
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A HAT OF PREVENTION. 








‘*Look here, old boy, how can you sport that 
awful hat?’ 

‘That hat, sir? I glory in it. My wife says 
she won’t be seen walking with me so long as I 
wear it—and bigob, sir, I cling to it with the 
affection of a periwinkle for his shell.” 

A PLEA, 
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ELOQUENT BaRBER:—How’ll you have your 
hair cut, sir? 

ACCOMMODATING CusTOMER:—Oh, most any 
way. Only if you decide to talk it off, leave 
the skin on, at any rate. 


APRIL ARMOR, 









Pucx’s PATENT SORE THROAT COLLAR. 
Designed to conceal a Red Flannel Bandage 
and a Porous-Plaster. 


A PROBLEMATIC EXPEDIENT. 


I 








i PS | | alld = 
‘‘Demme, Charley! I swear I believe that’s 
my wife—as large as life—and not six rows off. 
By Jove, if she should see me!” 

‘‘Turn the opera-glass round, end-for-end, 
and she won’t be anything like so near!” 




































































PUCK’S PANTHEON. 





VI. 


CONKLING, THE CURLED CONGRESSIONAL CASAR. 
































Though the Custom House founder in politics whirl, 
He still keeps his neat back and Hyperion curl. 
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POEMS OF PLACES. 


GUMBLETON’S PLACE. 


Y ? 
H, man! dream not your time away in bed! 
x Lest, while you sleep and snore, 
Trusting to fastened door, 
Mayhap the very thing you chiefly dread: 
Clad in his rode de nuit 
The Judge may rise, you see, 
And your successor into office swear; 
And then clerk Thompson’s clan 
May hasten ev’ry man, 
And reach the office by the cellar stair. 


LOEW'S PLACE. 
’Tis good when you find you’re in fault 
To humbly confess that you’re wrong; 
’Tis hard thus to turn somersault, 
But your place to yourself will belong. 


NICHOLS’S PLACE, 
I was chief of the sweeping bureau, 
I kept the streets clean—as you know— 
But the Mayor, he told me to go. 
And now it remains to be seen 
If your streets can be kept half as clean 
By the chief, which his name is McLean. 


PINCKNEY’S PLACE. 
Oh, the General Term may prate, 
But it’s gone beyond its power. 
I’m a judge! I’m a judge! 
But it’s not of whiskey straight: 
I’ma judge! I’m a judge! 
But it’s not of whisky sour: 
Yet I’m thrown for drinking straight, 
Or I’m thrown for drinking sour. 
ROBINSON'S PLACE. 
Judge Robinson dies; 
To his place, which is nice, 
Miles Beach quickly hies. 


SMITH’S PLACE. 

Rataplan! Rataplan! I’m a military man! 
And I’ve watched o’er this town as a soldier only can, 

Yet it’s my sad hour, 

For I'm turned out of power, 

Rataplan! 

How could the Mayor do it, 

And Governor review it ? 
How could they send adrift a military man ? 
Rataplan! Rataplan! I’m a military man! 


ERHARDT’S PLACE. 
Of course, as every one must know, 
When I did to the Mayor show 
How swift police abuses grow, 
I knew that I was bound to go. 
Ii, W. SHORTMAN. 








WHO UNABRIDGED WEBSTER? 


Editor Puck: 

Sir—It is a palpable fact that there are my- 
riads of persons in this country who exist on 
what they steal from their neighbors. This 
accusation is not based on “substantial” theft, 
but on the system of literary theft, plagiarism, 
misrepresentation, or whatever else you might 
term it. J/,my dear Puck, am a long suffering 
complainant, and a modest sense of injured in- 
nocence has alone prevented me from crying 
out for justice long ere this; but recent and 
most unjust thrusts at my immediate pride ren- 
der vindication necessary. 

To begin with, my connection with the in- 
stitution of that huge tome of knowledge, viz., 
Webster’s Unabridged Dictionary, has been 
very closely questioned, nay, even doubted, by 
would-be skeptics. I now wish to submit the 
facts and receive the approbation of the wise. 
I would underline the record that Mr. Eli Per- 
kins’s opinion or criticism will not be regarded. 





Many winters ago, much farther back than 
would be safe for the minds of the present gen- 
eration to wander alone, Mr. Webster sent for 
me, and after some desultory conversation re- 
marked: 

“‘ Your late suggestion concerning the build- 
ing of a word catalogue has much impressed 
me, and I think we had better get it up.” 

I assented, and we parted, each with the 
self-imposed task of hunting up all the words 
that could be obtained. 

We were several weeks engaged in the col- 
lection, and then our next herculean labor was 
the assorting and remodeling of our acquisi- 
tions. Why, sir, we had to re-form about one 
half of the mongrel means of every day com- 
munication; for instance, a party to whom I 
applied said, ‘ Yes, I can give you a new word: 
‘varnished,’ but ‘don’t give it away.’” Well, 
‘varnished ” I had heard of, but ‘don’t give it 
away’ was a new amalgamation, which I boiled 
down to ‘donate.’ 

It has doubtless been a source of regret to 
the public that the Dictionary has no ‘‘ index.” 
That was not my fault. I urged on Mr. Web- 
ster at the time the necessity for an index, as 
without one people who were indifferent spell- 
ers would be at a loss where to look for any 
certain word. J wrote the preface and the 
first half of the book from A to M, and also 
named many of the animals and objects illus- 
trated in the back of the volume. 

Some persons have sarcastically hinted that 
I invented some of the ‘ Flags of Nations;” 
but I did not—not one. I want credit only 
for what I really did. The Latin quotations 
so popular to-day were mainly composed by 
me, and many of the French as well. In fact, 
the latter were considered so fauiiless by the 
French themselves, that they are as an entirety 
used and spoken in France to-day. 

There are other things that I might speak of, 
but I will charitably hold my peace. I ought 
not, however, neglect to say that the hints and 
slight aid I gave Mark Twain towards the rear- 
ing of his best books was too trivial to merit 
remark, ‘‘ Now let the galled jace wince.” 

Yours, Lem E. C. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 
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LXXXVI. 

PAROLE’S VICTORIES, 

Ya-as aw, it’s 
quite a baw, the 
fwightful wow the 
majorwity of the 
Amerwican fellaws 
are making about a 
wace-horse which 
has been permitted 
to win two or thrwee 
waces on Bwitish 
wace-courses. 
Aw it’s d-d-doosid widiculous to he-ah 
everwywhere fellaws talking about this verwy 
twivial mattah, and, I think, extwemely bad 
form. 
Besides, if they only had something to be 
demonstwative about, I might be inclined to 
make some allowances for the mannahs of fel- 
laws bwought up in a new countwy, just aw, as 
Jacks says, getting out of leading stwings. But 
the weal twuth is that this extwaordinarwy ani- 
mal—aw Parwole, I believe, is the name—was 
born by accident in this countwy. His male 
parwent came dirwect fwom Gweat Bwitain, 
and he had an English twainer, and was wid- 
den by an English jockey. Therefore I think 
it inappwopwiate for the Amerwican people to 
call Parwole’s performances Wepublican vic- 
torwies, 








for a numbah of centurwies befaw they can 
pwopahly be considered as of Amerwican par. 
wentage. 

The inhabitants of this Wepublic are always 
in such a desperwate hurwy to be pwoud about 
any sort of thing of this kind that may be done 
—no mattah how .indiwectly it may be con- 
nected with the countwy. 

The people seem only too glad to get an op- 
portunity of doing something that will make 
them wespectable in the eyes of the world, and 
are not very particular if they have to hire for- 
weigners, whom they are then verwy desirwous 
of calling Amerwicans, to obtain the cwedit 
faw them. 

A fellaw named Lorwillard is the ownah of 
this animal Parwole. He is weputed to have 
made a pwodigious numbah of gweenbacks in 
twade, by pweparwing and offering to the popu- 
lace generwally, varwious descwiptions of to- 
baccah aw, snuff, cigarwettes and othah smok- 
ing materwials, wapped up, ye know, in fwac- 
tional parts of an ounce packages, and aw— 
had almost forgot—‘‘Pwince’s Mixture.’”’ Some 
sort of snuff, yer know. 

Aw awfully stwange that a fellaw in twade 
should be able to accumulate large amounts of 
money in such an inferwiah business, and by 
selling such verwy twifling quantities. 

Must have had a twemendous lot of patience. 
I don’t think Jack and I could have waited for 
such a long perwiod to get so much wealth by 
degwees, in ordah to wejoice in the luxurwy of 
the possession of wace-horses and othah parwa- 
phernalia of the same charwactah. Quite too 
much of a baw; although its a d-d-devilish 
good feachaw in Lorwillard’s composition, 
Shows he has some gwit—a thing I invarwiably 
admire in cweatures of this stamp. 

Ya-as, and these victorwies are capital adver- 
tisements faw Lorwillard’s packages of cigar- 
wettes and tobaccah, and I he-ah he has we- 
solved on manufacturwing a new bwand to be 
called the “‘ Parwole.” 

But aw, ’pon me soul, cahn’t help admirwing 
the fellaw faw his shrewdness in hitting upon 
the easiest method of getting some amount of 
wespect among the wight set—our set, ye know 
—in Gweat Bwitain. 

They wathah appweciate successful sports- 
men, even if they are wetired twadesmen, or 
keep a shop where smoker’s materwials are sold 
ovah the countah. 

Lorwillard would pwobably be placed in the 
categorwy of brewers, or perwhaps a twifle 
lowah. 

Shouldn’t be at all surpwised to he-ah that 
his female welations will soon be pwesented to 
the aw Queen, aw. 








APRIL ASININITY. 


WasuincTon, D. C., Apr. 17th, ’79. 
To the Editor of Puck: 
Sir—Allow me to present you with another 


of my infernal compositions. 
Very truly, &c., 


TO BE OR NOT TO BE SHAKSPERE—THAT’S 
WHAT’S THE MATTER. 
WASHINGTON, D. C., Apr. 17th, ’79. 
Editor of Puck: 
Sir—Can a. b. c. in the dark, and is she 
d.e.f.? Everybody knows how patiently she 
will (as the Hon. Bardwell Slote would say) 
g. h.i. j,k. 1. m.n.o. p. q. rs. t. u. v. w. xX. y. 
z.—(gather honey in June, knowing little mod- 
est native odorous posies—queenly roses search- 
ing through—upon vine-clad walls ’xtracting 
yellow, zoo)-logical gardens trying too. Waxing 
heavy, home returning, glad to put it into— 
well!—what the above is ”o¢—a cell. 











Wace-horses must be bwed in this countwy 


Yours, MAINE-IAC. 







































































MR. BRYCE ON SPORT. 


HE orth American Review, since its 

memorable article by Gladstone, entitled 

« Kin beyond Sea,” has been giving us 

a varied assortment of contributions on equally 
yaried subjects. 

While Mr. Dion Boucicault has settled forever 
the Dramatic Question—whatever that may be 
_jn all its bearings, Chief Joseph has told us 
what he knows about Indians, and General 
McClellan or Howard, we forget which, has 
not hesitated to show the Turks how they might 
have whipped the Russians, or vice versa, if the 
commanders in both armies had only possessed 
his profound knowledge of strategy. 

While we were in daily expectation of read- 
ing in the Revew some articles ‘‘ On Starching 
Shirt-fronts,”” by Sin Mon Long and Ah Shew, 
our laundrymen, or ‘‘ ‘The True Principles of 
Bootblacking,” by Billy Bajeeze, we opened 
with anxiety the last number, only to find that 
the subjects which we were so desirous of seeing 
treated from a professional point of view had 
been entirely ignored. 

But we were not to be so grievously dis- 
appointed after all. A Mr. Bryce, who rejoices 
in Lloyd for a Christian name, contributes an 
article entitled ‘‘A Plea for Sport,” which has 
probably afforded us as much information in 
its way as we should have obtained from our 
laundrymen and bootblacks in their respective 
walks of life. 

We read Mr. Bryce’s composition with much 
attention, but singularly failed to discover the 
special qualities which this—we presume— 
young gentlemen possesses, that should give 
his utterances the value which he wishes to be 

laced on them. 

Although, by the way, they have seme value 
as showing that a young gentleman who knows, 
or thinks he knows—much the same thing— 
something about Sport, is the last person in the 
world, by training and associations, to write 
intelligently on the subject without wading in to 
his ears and disappearing in the choicest mire 
of platitudes. 

This is just what Mr. Lloyd Bryce, in his 
attempt to become a review writer, has done. 

It was ill-advised of Mr. Bryce’s friends to 
allow him to make such a sorry exhibition of 
himself. If he was so chock-full of sporting 
information that he couldn’t hold it any longer, 
without danger of exploding, why didn’t they 
send him to Puck? We would have put the 
article into readable shape and saved the 
public such an original platitudinous gem as the 
following: 

‘Sports of the field in old and populous 
countries are a privilege of the aristocracy; 
requiring artificial means and restrictive meas- 
ures for their indulgence, they can be enjoyed 
only by the comparatively wealthy few. ‘The 
case is different with games of competition. 
These are inexpensive, and naturally as little 
subject to the operation of the law of preserves 
as tne air of heaven itself; hence their eminent 
fitness for popular amusement.” 

Ah, indeed! How delightfully new and ori- 
ginal this is, to be sure. 

“ Muscular Christianity will in this way be 

developed from the muscular heathenism of 
antiquity.” 
’ “Muscular Christianity” has a good, ringing, 
knowing sound about it, and the antithesis of 
muscular Heathenism is an evidence of Mr. 
Bryce’s brilliant academic career. 

“We hope that before long their benefits 
will be recognized and enjoyed by all.” 

. Thank you, noble Mr. Bryce, we are with you 
in that hope. But stay, here is a pearl of price 
which at once stamps Mr. Bryce as the bene- 
factor of his species: 

“Relaxation should not be the privilege of 
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the few, but the right of the many. Like many 
of the minor luxuries—such as tea, coffee, and 
tobacco, which not very long ago were so costly 
as to be obtainable only by the comparatively 
wealthy—healthful physical exercise, which is 
of prime necessity for health, must be placed 
within the reach of all classes of people.” 


Yes, quite true, we never thought of that. 
True, also, that old men have often gray beards, 
and it is usually a fine day if it doesn’t rain and 
the wind isn’t disagreeable. 

‘We confidently look forward to the time 
when the toilers in the mines, as well as the 
mechanics in the city, will daily exchange the 
polluted air of the scenes of their labor for the 
invigorating atmosphere of heaven.” 

Although we are neither toilers in mines, nor 
mechanics, we too look forward to getting hold 
of some of that invigorating atmosphere of 
Heaven, which, by all accounts, ought to be a 
pretty good article. 

We cannot afford much more space to Mr. 
Bryce, although we have just learned that this 
gentleman is quite a dab at Polo; can drive a 
coach; is a boon companion of Mr. James 
Gordon Bennett, and a would-be medium- 
weight swell on the English plan, generally. 
With such accomplishments, united to that of 
literary man, Mr. Bryce is indeed to be envied. 

We see him mingling in the gay and giddy 
throng of the upper and unshoddied circles of 
New York city, and sweet young ladydom says, 
‘That is Mr. Bryce, the writer of ‘A Plea for 
Sport;’ how clever and how nice he is!” We 
see him at the New York or Union Club, re- 
ceiving congratulations on his immense literary 
feat from his brother members, several of whom 
observe that playing Polo need not necessarily 
make a man an ass. 

We see Mr. Lloyd Bryce at these places, but 
we hope, for the sake of humanity at large, we 
shan’t see him again in print unless it is to 
apologize to the readers of the Worth American 
Review. 











THE THEATRES. 


Mr. and Mrs. Knight are at the BRoaDWay 
delighting the lovers of funny German dialect 
in “Otto, a German.” 

The courteous Mr. Tillottson, the treasurer 
of the ParRK THEATRE, is to have a benefit 
prior to his departure for Boston. The pecu- 
liarities about the matter are that Mr, Tillottson 
zs courteous, 7s popular, and w// certainly have 
a bumper. 

** Snowball,”’ at WALLACK’s THEATRE, is not 
a strikingly seasonable title for a play, when 
balmy spring has begun to assert its sway— 
down brakes! or we shall drift into poetry. 
However, seasonable or not seasonable, it will 
receive proper attention in out next. Unfor- 
tunately, Puck goes to press too soon to enable 
him to express his opinion this week. ° 

The Otympic THEATRE opens this evening 
under the management of Mr. H. Wertheimber, 
who will present the Parisian sensation ‘“1’As- 
sommoir.” This will be in the nature of a 
double sensation, inasmuch as it serves to re- 
introduce Mr. Daly as adapter. We are in- 
formed that some youth named Zola, who flour- 
rishes in Paris, France, is to be credited with 
the original idea of ‘1’ Assommoir.” 

The MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, under the 
promising management of Mr. Steele Mackaye, 
was brilliantly opened on Wednesday evening, 
last, with this gentleman’s comedy-drama of 
“Aftermath,” known when produced at WAL- 
LACK’s as “Won at Last.” ‘The piece was ex- 
ceedingly well performed by the whole com- 
pany. Mr.C. W. Couldock made an admirable 
Professor Tracy. Miss Agnes Loring as Grace 
Fleming exhibited good training, but was 
quite overweighted in the part. lt would be 
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difficult to speak too highly of Mr. Mackaye’s 
personation of John Fleming. ‘Those who have 
seen him in other characters could scarcely 
have thought that he possessed so much reserve 
force and emotional feeling. This incipient 
Théatre Francais, on which noble model the 
Manager-Actor means to conduct his temple 
of the drama, we sincerely hope will blossom into 
a veritable ThéAtre Américain. The beginning 
is a good one; and not a little of the highly 
favorable impression on the opening night was 
due to the efforts of General Manager Hopkins 
and Mr. Kenward Philp. 

Aimée, who is now ringing the “Cloches de 
Corneville” at Boorn’s, goes to the Park to 
do ‘“‘ Mme. Favart.’”’ It will be an excellent 
entertainment; but the funniest part of the 
show will come next morning, when the re- 
spected critics of our Esteemed Contemporaries 
loom up with their valuable opinions of the 
new work, ‘The agony of a New York ‘“‘dram- 
atic critic” over a new opéra bouffe is a sight 
for the gods. He doesn’t understand the 
French, and if he did, he would not be able 
to appreciate the music, and if, by any extra- 
ordinary concatenation of circumstances he 
were capable of having a critical idea on these 
two points, the music would take him into 
camp. As a rule, he goes quietly apart by 
himself and tosses up to see whether he shall 
call the new play a piece of disgusting Gallic 
immorality or a masterpiece of art. And he is 
dead sure to get it wrong. It is an immense 
blessing for him to be able to say with a cer- 
tainty of being right that Mlle. Aimée acts 
with chic, and that M. Juteau sings with verve, 
and that M. Meziéres is an ar#iste. 

Fatinitza, that double-barreled charmer of 
two sexes, is making herself beloved by the 
audiences at the FirrH AVENUE, which is in 
great measure due to the sprightliness and in- 
telligence of Miss Jeannie Winston, who would 
be quite perfect in the character if her style 
of singing were not a little too reminiscent of 
the school of Miss Adah Richmond. The opera 
is a pretty one, full of picturesqie possibilities 
and airs that court the whistler’s m:mory; and 
when Mr. Harkin’s company has pulled itself 
together, they will give us a thoroughly popular 
performance. ‘The strong parts of the piece 
are Julian, (Mr. W. A. Morgan,) Lydia, (Miss 
Sallie Reber,) Aantschakoff, (Mr. W. Hamil- 
ton,) and /zzet Pasha, (Mr. Vincent Hogan.) 
Mr. Morgan shows a lively humor as an actor; 
but his efforts as a musician are somewhat 
hampered by his entire lack of voice; Miss 
Reber can act very little, but can sing very 
well, and will sing better when she exchanges 
her concert-stage style for something more dra- 
matic. But Messrs. W. H. Hamilton and Vin- 
cent Hogan can both act and sing, and what 
is more, do. Our readers will probably have 
an opportunity to assure themselves of these 
facts for some weeks to come. 


Top.—Toddle. 

ROWELL.—Pedestrianize. 

HASELTINE.—She was a vision of delight. 

We don't 
We 


SAMUFL.—Poetical license be hanged! 
want to have poets obliged to take out a license. 
want to have ’em muzzled, 

CAPUCHIN.—‘‘Analogy ” may rhyme with ‘‘ psoriasis” ; 
but we are willing to bet something solid that * psoria- 
sis’”’ doesn’t rhyme to ‘‘ cephalopod.’’ We don’t wish 
to discourage rising genius; but there isn’t much rhyme 
to ‘‘psoriasis,’ anyway, and what there is doesn’t match 
‘‘cephalopod” for a cent. ‘*Cephalepod” is a bad 
word for a young poet to tackle, anyway. It doesn’t 
bring up tender visions of balmy fields and almond-eyed 
houris, and all that sort of thing. Woo the muse with 
monosyllables for a while yet, Capuchin. 
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As man is but human would it not be well 
to separate the “non-treaters’’ by stalls. 























Sinc-Sinc Guarp:—‘‘ Thunder, Jim. Since 
these fellows don't drink during business hours 
we haven’t had a clerk or a cashier up here,” 





i. DESPERATE SaLoon Kzerrer:—I must break 
re this “Moderate Drinkers’” movement, or 
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PUCK. 


ARCHIE GASCOYNE, 
A ROMANCE OF SKYE, 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PUCK, 
BY 


JOHN FRASER, 


AUTHOR OF 
‘Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
‘Fair Fragoletta;” ‘Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘*A Dream of a Life;”’ 
‘* Legends of Lorne;” ‘ Lone Glengartney,’’ 
etc., etc., ec. 


CHAPTER II. 


Robin was a rovin’ boy, 
Rantin, rovin’, rantin’ rovin’; 
Robin was a rovin’ boy, 


Rantin’ rovin’ Robin. 
—SBurns. 


For warlike Mars and thund’ring Jove, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 
Did ever prove the slave of love; 
In Omnia Vincit Amor. 
— Old Broadside. 


REAKFAST, never at any time a very 
formal meal with the MacDonalds, was 


on the particular morning in question 
even less so than usual, as paterfamilias was 
anxious to set out as early as possible for his 
Luirinish farm, some twelve or fourteen miles 
distant, which he was in the habit of visiting 
once or twice every week. Even before break- 
fast was quite finished, indeed, the sound of 
wheels and the clatter of hoofs were heard on 
the gravel as the dog-cart was driven up to the 
door. 

‘* Well, girls, what’s to be the programme to- 
day ?” inquired their father, as he drew on his 
driving-gloves. 

‘¢ Oh, nothing startling, papa,” replied Flora. 
‘We three girls mean to drive over to the 
Doctor’s and pay our respects to his new wife, 
and after lunch perhaps—if mama can spare 
us—we may go for a sail or a row, or help old 
Dugald to put the flower-beds in order.” 

“Much Dugald will thank you!” laughed 
her father. ‘‘Next to the rabbits and the small 
birds and the slugs and the midges and the nu- 
merous other ills which the vegetable world is 
heir to, I suspect poor Dugald looks upon you 
girls as the direst pest of all.” 

A simultaneous ‘‘O papa!” and general cho- 
rus of indignant denial followed, amid which 
Maggie—her father’s pet, as well she knew— 
went up, and putting a hand on each of his 
shoulders, said, looking up into his face with a 
demure smile: 

‘* Poor pappa! it means well, but it doesn’t 
understand Dugald’s way of speaking; for, of 
course, what Dugald did say, if he said any- 
thing at all, was that we were the ‘tearest and 
pest off ahl.’”’ 

Gleninver smiled as he lovingly kissed the 
speaker’s brow. 

‘And pray, who is to be driver and boat- 
man, whip and skipper?” he said, as he made 
his way through various interruptions and ob- 
stacles to the dog-cart. 

‘Oh, Alister, of course,” was the ready re- 

sponse; “he promised yesterday to chaperon 
us.”’ 
“ Alister ?”’ said Mrs. Macdonald, looking 
round with a little air of surprise, ‘‘ that re- 
minds me he has not been to breakfast yet. 
Where can the boy be?” 

** J know,” shouted /enfant terrible of the 
family, little Gcorge, ‘I kuow. I saw him go out 
with his fishing-rod and basket a long time ago.” 

‘© Rod and basket,’’ cried Gleninver, as he 
tucked in the carriage-rug around him, prepa- 
ratory to starting, ‘‘why, there isn’t a foot of 














water in the river! ‘The boy might as well fish 
in the horse-trough.” 

‘So he might, papa,” exclaimed Effie slyly, 
‘‘and catch those eels, you know, that grow 
out of horse-hairs.”’ 

“Don't be silly, Effie!” interrupted Flora. 
‘* Cuvier says—” 

‘‘Never mind what Cuvier says, dear,” ex- 
claimed Maggie; ‘‘ we don’t want a scientific 
lecture, we want Alister.. Which river did he 
go to, Georgie?” 

“Don’t know,” replied that authority sulkily, 
for he resented being cross-questioned by a girl. 

‘‘Come, Georgie dear, there’s a pet, and I'll 
give you a ride on Doxie after dinner—I will, 
if you oniy tell us where Alister is.” 

‘Will you?” cried the child, looking up wist- 
fully, and with an air of half-incredulous joy, 
‘‘will you though? but you are only chaffing.” 

“No, I’m not chaffing—whatever that may 
mean. I’min real, vea/, REAL earnest.” 

‘“‘ Well, then,” responded the youthful skep- 
tic, ‘‘ I don’t know what river he went to, but 
I think it must be the Ederlaine one, for when 
I saw him he was making for the inn.” 

Gleninver exchanged a quick significant look 
with his wife, but only said, ‘‘Goodbye, and be 
good children till 1 come back,” and waving 
his hand, drove off, with the red and puffy- 
cheeked coachman sitting behind. A mile or 
so further on, as they turned suddenly to the 
right in the direction of Duncregan, Glenin- 
ver, whose eye was sharp as a hawk’s, suddenly 
pointed his whip leftward in the direction of 
a plantain or wood, through which Ederlaine 


| stream brawled and brattled to the sea. 


‘‘ John,” he asked hesitatingly, ‘is that a 
man I see down there by the fall?” 

He turned his head in the direction indicated. 

“IT see nothing, sir, but if ye like I’ll awa’ 
doon and spier. ‘Thae poachin’ chiels are 
gae thick thereabouts.” 

But Gleninver had changed his mind. A 
slight shade of annoyance momentarily clouded 
his open face as he said with affected careless- 
ness: 

‘* Never mind, John; I daresay it’s all right. 
There are no poachers about at this season of 
the year.” 

“‘ Maybe you're right, sir,” replied John, 
‘and indeed it’s mair than likely if onybody’s 
there it’s Maister Alister himsel’. He’s got awfu’ 
keen o’ the fishin’ lately ’’—adding, under his 
breath, ‘“‘tho’ I’m thinkin’ it’s queer fish he 
gets that never fills his creel.” 

His. master remained silent, but the quick 
jerk he gave to the reins, and the sharp cut of 
the whip that made poor Bess give a sudden 
indignant spring forward, showed that his 
mind was not altogether at ease, and if it had 
not been for the noise caused by the rattling 
of the wheels over the new-laid metal, John 
might have heard his master mutter: 

** It zs he; foolish boy; but we must put an 
end to it. ‘Tluck—tluck—tluck, Bess!” and 
with that he gave another flick of the lash at 
the head of the wondering mare, and resigned 
himself to silence and to thought. 

“Put an end to” what ? 
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M~anwhile the foolish boy in question, the 


| sight’ of whom by the river side had thus dis- 





| turbed his father’s usually equable temper, was 
| enjoying himself after his own fashion, which 
| to a casual observer might have appeared a 


somewhat strange one. Yet if he had any of 
the poetic feeling or love of nature in his soul, 


| the lad ought surely to have been filled with 


some measure of that quiet joy with which the 
sight of the daffodilly and the primrose made 
Wordsworth happy. For indeed the little scene 
of which Alister was the sole and central figure 
was very lovely. 

He was seated on a rock beside the stream, 
leaning negligently forward, his left elbow on 
one knee, the hand supporting his cheek, while 
the other arm hung across his right leg loosely, 
Beside him lay his rod, fly-book and pipe, with 
half a dozen black trout, the sole trophies of 
his piscatorial skill. Hesat on a moss-covered 
ledge of rock in a cave or hollow in the side of 
the bank. From the outer verge of the roof 
a great mass of vines and ivy fell down, their 
long delicate stems or tendrils interlaced into 
the most beautifully intricate trellis - work, 
through and under which the white mass of 
tumbling water flashed and gleamed. The roof 
and sides were thick with rare ferns and mosses, 
their varied tints of green set off by the. deli- 
cate pale blue and purple of marsh violets, the 
large flowered speedwell—blue-eyed harbinger 
of summer; with blue-bells peeping timidly from 
out of feathery entanglements of grassand lily of 
the valley, and, glistening through the pale 


green of the wood sorrel with its beautiful ° 


heart-shaped leaves—bright green above and 
purple underneath, the blood-red berries of 
the holly. 

Across on the other bank was a tangled mass 
of brackens, underwood and heather, through 
which purple fox-gloves gleamed, and out of 
which rose stately birches, their white barks 
and slender drooping branches contrasting well 
with the blossomy exuberance of the chest- 
nut and the snow-white flowers of the haw- 
thorn. 

The bank on either side was precipitous and 
high, and between the two, right in front of the 
young fisherman, surged and seethed the falls 
of Ederlaine. Twenty feet or more above 
where Alister sat the stream suddenly rushed 
arrowlike through a narrow cleft between the 
rock and shot in one clear bound into the dark- 
ness and depths of the great black pool some 
seventy feet below. All around for several yards 
the air was heavy with spray, and every leaf 
and frond and flower gleamed and glittered in 
the feathery shower. ‘Towards the base of the 
rock the channel widened out on either side, 
forming at the base a pool of considerable size, 
one end of which was lost in the darkness of a 
deep cavern that retreated far beneath the 
bank, and was shut out from the light of day 
by thickly matted vines and brushwood. Save 
where the white torrent smote the pool into fit- 
ful life the water looked black and smooth, ex- 
cept at its seaward verge, where it gently stole 
away over stone and pebble seawards. 

Overhead, had Alister chosen to look, he 
might have caught through the interlacing of 
green leaves a glimpse of blue sky, and out 
seaward long leagues of water throbbing and 
palpitating in the strong May sun; with undu- 
lating fields and sheep-dotted meadows between, 
and in the hollow the thin smoke curling hea- 
venwards from the invisible hamlets of the vil- 
lage. 

But of these things the young lad thought 
not; neither of the glorious tumult of the wa- 
ters, nor of the ceaseless chirrup and sweet 
singing of the birds, nor of the sweet odors of 
the thyme and grass and silvery birch. 

His thoughts had strayed far otherwise—over 
the fields and the water, the flowers and the 
grass, to a little, lone, low-thatched cottage, 
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with white-washed walls and a dismal signboard 
over the door, which told to all and sundry :.>w 
a certain John Fenton, who resided within, was 
licensed to sell wines, porter and spirits for be- 
hoof of the lieges, at the sign of the Black 
Bull of Ederlaine. And avery imposing look- 
ing animal said black bull was, and greatly ad- 
mired by the simple rustics of the place as a 
work of art that reflected no little credit on 
the village and district. 

But it is not with his sable and bovine ma- 
jesty that either we, or for that part of it our 

outhful Piscator, have to do at present, nor 
with the worthy Mr. Fenton either—though of 
him, as the books say, more in the sequel—but 
rather with his daughter Jenny, the belle of the 
village, and as bewitchingly beautiful, saucy 
and knowing a little piece of affectation as ever 
turned the head of rustic swain. 

And just at present Jenny is looking her best, 
as she holds up her little cracked handglass to 
her face, and with half averted head studies the 
arrangement of her head-dress and hair, She 
is evidently in a hurry, and either exertion or 
mental excitement has deepened the blush 
never absent from her fair round cheek, and 
brightened the sparkle in her dangerous blue 
eyes. Her gold-brown hair is worn low down 
fringewise on the forehead, and hangs in a loose 
mass of shining floss behind. Her saucy little 
mouth, like a fresh ripe rosebud, seems just on 
the point of breaking into a lowripple of laugh- 
ter, and the broad sleeve, daintily fringed with 
cheap lace, slipping down from off her up- 
stretched arms, reveals a rounded perfection of 
limb and color that might well drive a poet 
frantic. 

Round the little white neck is the daintiest 
of little white collars, circled by a narrow rib- 
bon of pale blue tied in a simple knot. Her 
dress isonly acommon light-colored print, set off 
by some cheap but tastefully arranged trimming, 
and a saucy little apron with two tiny pockets 
trimmed with black and red, such as Swiss 
maidens wear; but it looks particularly fresh 
and bright and clean, becoming well the fresh- 
ness and brightness and childlike beauty of its 
wearer, 

The look which Jenny took of herself was 
long and satisfactory, and as she finished her 
simple toilette by donning her white straw 
hat, with its ribbon of blue, it was not without 
some little sense of satisfaction that she ex- 
claimed: 

‘« There now, that’ll do; and now to see mo- 
ther and be off.” 

Mrs. Fenton was busily employed rolling 
“‘bannocks” when her daughter popped her 
head in at the kitchen door and cried: 

“Ta, ta, mother; I’m off to Aunty’s for 
those camomile leaves and the new plat of 
butter she promised us, and I won’t be long, 
and [’ll—” 

‘* Bless me,” exclaimed the good dame turn- 
ing round, “is the lassie daft? The pota- 
toes are no hokit an’ the fish are no guttit an’ 
the—” but ere the sentence was finished Jenny 
was out of hearing, running across the fields in 
the direction of the river and the wood as fast 
as her little feet could carry her. 

And just here it may be interpolated for the 
edification of the reader and his proper under- 
standing of certain episodes presently to be 
developed, that Jenny’s aunt did wo# live in the 
direction whither we have just seen the girl dis- 
appear, but that if Jenny only holds on her way 
as she is going for some few hundred yards fur- 
ther she will almost certainly light upon the 
very water-fall we have just been describing, by 
the side of which sits the disconsolate fisher- 
man of our acquaintance, who begins to fear 
that somebody is not going to come. 

But of course she does come at last—loiter- 
ingly too, as if she hadn’t run all the way; and 
equally, of course, Corydon forgets all his vex- 








ations and fears, and underneath the over- 
hanging trellis work of vines, with the pale 
blue of the bright May sky glinting through, 
the old, old drama—is it comedy or tragedy or 
farce?—is re-enacted, and for a little space 
two youthful hearts are happy. Zwo youth- 
ful hearts? Well, we shall see bye-and-bye; 
for one of them at least we can vouch at 


present, 


* * 
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That night Gleninver and his good lady had 
a long and earnest domestic talk after the 
younger members of the household had gone 
to bed, the upshot of which was that a tutor 
was immediately to be procured for Alister, 
preparatory to sending him to college. Glen- 
inver himself had been all for packing him 
off at once, but in this he was overruled 
by his wife, who urged that the boy was quite 
unfit for college as yet, being very badly edu- 
cated, and ill-formed both in mind and man- 
ners. 

‘* Better,” she said, “to keep him with usa 
short time longer, and get a really first-class 
tutor, of strong will and unexceptionable abili- 
ties and character, to direct his studies and 
control, as far as possible, his conduct. Boys 
will be boys, you know, dear, and if every one 
were goose enough to marry their first love, a 
certain middle-aged gentleman of my acquaint- 
ance would not now be—” 

‘* Be what ?” 

‘* Be kissing me now, John.” 

And it was in vain the middle-aged gentle- 
man in question protested that he had never 
loved but once, and that those stories of—but 
why say more? It is sufiicient for us to know, 
so far as the purposes of this story require, 
that it was decided to advertise for a tutor, and 
in the meanwhile Mrs. Macdonald would call 
on Mrs, Fenton—accidentally, of course—and 
consult her about that new lady’s maid whom 
Lady MacLeod was wanting, and had written 
to her about. 


CHAPTER III. 


«“Accursed Debt! in whose relentless coils 

So many brave souls have been crushed to death! 
Thy slimy coils contaminate aught they touch, 
Nor let the purest soul escape untarnished! 

God save us from thee!” —Anon. 


OF all the students in Glasgow University in 
the year of grace of which we are writing, 
there was not one apparently so highly favored 
in every way as young Archie Gascoyne. The 
sole son and heir of a wealthy baronet, whose 
possessions extended over more than half of 
one of the richest counties in the north of Eng- 
land; blessed with youth, health and talent; 
captain of the football and cricket clubs; Pre- 
sident of the True Blue Association; and con- 
fessedly the most brilliant student of his year 
—Archie Gascoyne was surely one of Fortune’s 
favorites Yet the expression on the young 
gentleman’s face as he sat at breakfast on this 
glorious May morning was by no means a 
happy one. 

The sun was streaming in through the win- 
dows of the handsomely furnished sitting room 
in Bath Crescent, which formed portion of 
Archie’s “‘ diggings,” and the birds twittered 
and chirruped blithely among the leaves out- 
side, but the young man heeded them not. 
The lark might sing his carol in the sky, but, 
like Eugene Aram in Hood’s weird poem, “ he 
never marked it sing;’’ and the nicely cooked 
cutlets on the table before him had long been 
cold and were evidently untouched. 

Now and then, as he crumbled a bit of bis- 
cuit in his hand, he drank in an absent sort of 
way some soda water and milk which stood be- 
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fore him; but his thoughts were evidently en- 
gaged on other and more important matters 
than breakfast. 

The absence of appetite and the presence of 
soda -have doubtless suggested to the astute 
reader that Archie was only paying the penalty 
of the night’s over-indulgence; but Archie 
never indulged, and though he had given a 
supper-party the previous evening, all the wine 
he himself had taken would not have disturbed 
the nerves of a fly. 

No, the truth was that the young man had 
suddenly found himself, for the first time in life, 
in a real and serious difficulty. 

Hitherto life had passed with him very easily 
and joyously; too easily and joyously, perhaps, 
His father had always been indulgent to a fault; 
his every want had been met and whim satis- 
fied. 

He had never known what it was to be with- 
out a five-pound note in his pocket; and being 
preserved from vice and its inevitable shames 
and sorrows by his native uprightness of cha- 
racter, Archie Gascoyne had never experienced 
trial or grief of any kind. 

At school his invariable good success had 
followed him, and in college he had carried 
off the highest honors of his respective classes, 
including the much-coveted Blackstone and a 
Luke Fellowship. 

Neither had he ever known the perilous un- 
certainties and bitter sweets of love. Boyish 
‘flames’ of course he had had, as all boys 
have, just as certainly, and far more frequently, 
as they have teething or the measles, or any 
other of the innumerable ailments to which 
youthful flesh is heir. But to the actual, living, 
all-sufficing and all-consuming reality he was 
still a stranger; not yet having seen even in 
fancy the face of his ideal Juliet. 

His difficulties indeed were of quite other 
than a sentimental kind; they were practical— 
confoundedly so. 

Up till that morning, as has been said, he 
had never known almost what it was to want 
for anything, ard his father had been uniformly 
indulgent and liberal. Nowall this was changed. 
He did want £300 odd very badly, and he 
saw no prospect of being able to get it. 

Until this very morning he had never given 
the matter a thought. Without being what 
could be called extravagant, he yet contrived, 
one way or another, to go through a good deal 
of money. Not that he indulged in any parti- 
cular craze or vice, for he didn’t. If he had 
done so he would probably have been a richer, 
although far from a better man. 

Unfortunately his tastes were of a cosmopo- 


freely indulged in, are expensive. 

Other men went mad about old china, or 
ran up long scores with their wine-merchant, 
or spent their allowance and a good deal more 
in the acquisition of rare paintings, or ruined 
themselves with horses or ballet-girls. 

Archie made no single object his divinity, 
but paid his devotions impartially to all. He 
liked fine paintings and sculpture, had high no- 
tions in the matter of dogs and horses, prided 
himself on always giving good wines at his 
convivial parties, and was particularly fond of 
opera and old engravings, and without indulg- 
ing any particular one of these tastes to an ex- 
cess, cultivated them all with the generous 
freedom of an open-hearted and liberal young 
fellow, who, never having wanted money, has 
never realized its value. 

In this way, during the three brief sessions 
he had been at Glasgow, Archie had, all un- 
thinkingly, run up several pretty long bills, of 
no very alarming dimensions taken individu- 
ally, but presenting a sufficiently formidable 
array of figures in the aggregate. 





(To be continued.) 
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TO A DRAGON FLY. 


You hail from Dream-land, Dragon-Fly ? 
A stranger hither? So am I, 
And (sooth to say) I wonder why 
We either of us came. 
Are you (that shine so bright i’ the air) 
King Oberon’s state-messenger ? 
Come tell me how my old friend’s fare, 
Is Dream-land still the same ? 


Who won the latest tourney fight, 
King Arthur, or the Red Cross Knight, 
Or he who bore away the bright 
Renowned Mambrino’s Casque ? 
Is Caliban King’s councillor yet? 
Cross Mentor jester still and pet ? 
Is Suckling out of love and debt ? 
Has Spenser done his task ? 


Say, have they settled over there, 
Which is the loveliest, Guinevere 
Or Gloriana or the fair 

Young Queen of Oberon’s Court ? 
And does Titania torment still 
Mike Drayton and sweet-throated Will ? 
In sooth of her amours ’twas ill 

To make such merry sport. 


Ah, I have been too long away! 
No doubt I shall return some day. 
But now I’m lost in love and may 
Not leave my lady’s sight. 
Mine is (of course) the happier lot. 
Yet—tell them I forget them not, 
My pretty gay compatriot, 
When you go home to-night. 
—Mary A. P. Robinson in Scribner's for May, 


IN THE SPRING. 


In the spring the merry robin jumps about upon 
the lawn; 

In the spring Adolphus Riley puts his sealskin 
cap in pawn. 

In the spring fair Musidora wears a rosebud in 
her locks; 

In the spring the painter painteth, ‘“‘Use Jones’s 
Salve” upon the rocks, 

In the spring the oxlip blossoms in the leas and 
on the hills; 

In the spring the blushing maiden takes her 
share of bilious pills. 

In the spring the weary husband beats the car- 
pet in the grove; 

In the spring the weary husband wrestles with 
the parlor stove. 

In the spring unto the poet saith the editor 
‘* Get hence!” 

In the spring the circus poster decorates the 
coal-yard fence. 

In the spring within the forest blows the violet, 
the fern; 

In the spring the small-boy shivers as he gazes 
on the churn. 

In the spring the happy poet thinks forever he 
would live: 

In the spring the can’s connected with the ca- 
nine’s narrative. 

In the spring the downy cloudship sails serenely 
o’er the flats; 

In the spring the maiden’s fancy lightly turns 
to thoughts of hats. 

In the spring through rosy bowers doth the 
brooklet wend its way; 

In the spring—but wherefore should I thus give 
‘* Gentle Spring ” away ? 

—New York Star. 





Tue Czar is not yet a-Nihil-ated sovereign. 
—FPhila, Bulletin. 

A MAN with a creaky pair of boots has music 
in his sole.— S, 7. Wasp. 

lt is possible that Captain Williams doesn’t 
know his club is loaded.— Derrick. 

Boston editors have a high old time. Most 
of them are up six flights.— Bangor Commer- 
cial, 

WHEN you offer a tramp bread, and he makes 
a rye face, you can conclude he prefers whiskey. 
— Toronto Grip. 

A GERMAN proverb says: ‘‘ Man is what he 
eats.” What the Old Harry can Zach. Chandler 
be made of ?— Boston Post. 

HoraTIo SEyMour has begun to decline the 
Presidency a little earlier than usual this time. 
— Cincinnati Saturday Night. 

An exchange says that Napoleon IV. is 
always poring over books. He never reigns, 
but he pores.—Z. Y. Herald. 

“Our First Basy”’ is the title of a new 
book. It is bound in muslin, of course, and 
has a weak back.— Spring City Sun. 

In Kentucky there is a game law which pro- 
tects the shooting of judges between May roth 
and the middle of June.—WV. Y. Herald. 

C. O. Mic says that the conduit through 
which flows the political refuse of the day is 
unquestionably sewer-generous.— Yonkers Ga- 
settle, 

Every business man in the city should have 
a copy of the Directory. Go to the Herald 
office at once and purchase one.— Zhe Modern 
Argo. 

Batp heads are often called billiard balls 
The resemblance ceases when a billiard ball is 
moving, for then it is not a ball dead.— White- 
hall Times. 

IT is now intimated that the reason that Sam- 
son carried off the Gates of Gaza was because 
they would not give him the gate-money.— Bos- 
ton Commercial Bulletin, 


SINCE the war everything has gone down, 
except the price of postage stamps. Where are 
the newspapers that do the national fault- 
finding ?—S¢. Louis Spirit. 

A very small needle, if gently placed on the 
surface of water, will float. If very small boys 
would do likewise, they would save their parents 
many funeral expenses.-— Wheeling Leader. 

Ir is learned by the Syracuse Hera/d that 
Jerome Bonaparte was the man who struck 
Mr. Patterson—he did it for the old gentle- 
man’s daughter.— Pittsburgh Telegraph. 

WE would like to exchange with all the 
newspapers that ask us to do so, but, really, it 
is impossible. We must print a paper occa- 
sionally for a subscriber.— Cincinnati Saturday 
Night. 

THE pedestrian who walks 500 miles in six 
days, never travels faster than a boy does when 
he is dispatched to the cellar for a scuttle of 
coal while a circus pageant is passing the house. 
—WN. Y. Star. 

THE story is told of an Iowa man that he has 
been married four times, and has all four of his 
mothers-in-law living with him in one house. 
Well, by George! we believe that story about 
Daniel, now.—-Rochester Express. 


A MAN in the west-end guarantees an infalli- 
ble cure for consumption for the trifling sum of 
one hundred dollars. This amount of course 
includes the price of the coffin and the other 
funeral expenses.— Baltimore Every Sat. 


‘‘CuRIST was born a Jew: he might have 
been a Greek,” and a very amused smile steal- 
ing over the congregation, the preacher thought 
perhaps some of his parishioners had spied him 
at the Pinafore matinée.— ew Haven Register. 
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WHEN in full dress the Zulus wear a ring in 
the nose and that’s all.—A/bany Argus. Isn't 
that enough to wear in the nose? Perhaps yoy 
want an African gentleman to carry around a 
whole jewelry store in his proboscis.—J, 4. 
Register. 


A BosTon paper says that “ Joaquin Miller 
stalks round town accompanied by a couple of 
stalwart retainers.” We take it for granted 
that the latter are for the purpose of holding 
the Bostonians while Wauk reads his poetry to 
them. They need to be stalwart.—San Fran. 
cisco Post. 


AT last it has been discovered “‘ How to kee 
a boy on the farm.” The plan is to kill him 
and bury him six feet deep in the barn-yard, 
This rule does not apply in Ohio, however, 
where body-snatching makes it extremely doubt- 
ful where the boy would be a week after burial, 
Norristown Herald. 


THE Lord promised Noah never to have an- 
other flood because He knew the world was go- 
ing to become so bad that He couldn’t find 
anybody to take charge of an ark, and even 
the animals would be breaking out of their 
cages and eating up the people on the front 
seats.— Steubenville Herald. 


SKOLoF, the muffin marksman, who attempted 
to shoot the czar, made a hit, notwithstanding 
his many misses. He shattered the jaw of a 
detective, and if that doesn’t endear him 
enough to his countrymen to insure their for- 
giving him for his wasting so much ammunition 
on a royal corpus, then Russians have little in 
common with us.— Yorkers Gazette. 


“Do the northern people ever reflect,” asks 
the Atlanta Constitution, ‘‘that we have no sand- 
bag, car-hook, slung-shot and billy murders in 
the South?” Emphatically, never!—well,— 
occasionally, perhaps; when we consider the 
Currie, or the Buford, or the Cox, or the Poin- 
dexter murder. Their victims are all just about 
as dead as if they had been sand-bagged or car- 
hooked.— Philadelphia Bulletin. 

A FEw days ago we felt called upon to kill 
the peach crop, owing to the remissness of the 
telegraph. It didn’t work. The peach crop 
lives and is going to be enormous, so says the 
telegraph this morning. It is always the way. 
We never undertook to interfere with other 
folks’ business without making a failure of it; 
but we’ll bet a dollar that peaches won’t be 
cheap, notwithstanding the big crop.—ew 
Haven Register. 


‘¢ Ou, pshaw!” exclaimed the gentleman who 
has just billed Burlington for a lecture on “The 
Frauds of the Bible,” closing an animated theo- 
logical discussion in a Main street bar-room. 
‘‘ Oh, pshaw; they ain’t no sense talking that 
way about him. I’m willin’ to give Moody 
credit for all the good points he’s got. He’s an 
earnest enough man; b’lieves what he says, 
honest enough in his opinions, I reckon; but 
dog-gon it the man’s coarse; he ain’t got no 
kulcher.” And the discussion ended.—Haw- 
eye. 

“In the second sermon I ever preached from 
that text, ‘A mess of pottage,’ I got it ‘A pot 
of message,’ and the worst of it was that I kept 
repeating the blunder all through the sermon, 
to the intense amusement of the congregation, 
and some impairment, I fear, of the lesson of 
the discourse. The Devil seemed to be on my 
tongue, and I spoke the text wrong in spite of 
myself, almost every time. I grew hot as a 
furnace; I perspired to my finger-ends; my 
face was like a beat; and when I came to that 
awful text I would make a great pause, fix my 
lips right, and then, to my intense mortifica- 
tion, say ‘A pot of message!’ I was in agony. 
Finally I ceased to try to pronounce it, but 
only said ‘my text’—pointing at it.”—ev. 
De Witt C. Talmage. 
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Witu1aM Simpson, the famous New York 
Pawnbroker, died yesterday. Tens of thou- 
sands will look at their little yellow tickets and 
mournfully murmur: 


Dearest uncle, thou hast left us, 
And thy loss we all lament; 

In our lives you took an interest— 
Every month—of two per cent. 


Drape the three gold balls in mourning, 
Till our grief somewhat abates; 

Uncle Simpson left three millions; 
Honor his ‘‘redeeming” traits. 


— Utica Obsever. 








Vichy from the Springs: HautTerive, CeLesting, GRANDa 
Gritte and HoriTaL—the only genuine. 
pacestee 2eliscesieicen rns 


THE FRIEDRICHSHALL 
1s THE ONLY RELIABLE anv BEST or Att Bitrerwaters. 








SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 





POND’S EXTRACT DENTIFRICE. 
Thoroughly cLeaNsges the Teeth, STRENGTHENS tender gums, 
STOPS BLEEDING therefrom. As a mouth wash it is DELIGHTFUL. 
Price 50 Cents per bottle. Onsale by all respectable Druggists. 








asia a Sl EI A autre 
Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases ef Bowel complaints; a 
sure specific against Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 
cordial in itself, iftaken pure. It is also most excellent for 
mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 








DE: J.G. B. SIEGERT & SONS’ 
WORLD-RENOWNED 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS. 


This most invigorating tonic 1s justly celebrated for its exquisite 
flavor and extraordinary MEDICAL virtues. 

Sold by all principal druggists, grocers and liquor dealers. 

J. W. Hancox, Sole Agent for the United States, 51 Broadway, 
New York. P. O. Box, 2610.—Geo. Wuppermann, Manager. 


A CARD. 


To all who are suffering from the errors and indiscretions of 
youth, nervous weakness, early decay, loss of manhood, &c. 1 
will send a recipe that will cure you, FREE OF CHARGE. This 
great remedy was discovered by a missionary in South America. 
Send a self-addressed envelope to the Rev. Josgpn T. Inman, 
Station D, New York Ciry. 


FRAGRANT VANITY FAIR. 


A NEW CIGARETTE gotten upin honor of the Paris Award. 
Each Cigarette bears cut of the Paris Medal and brand, Parisian 
style. Our Tobacco and Cigarettes are better than ever, and 
unsurpassed for Purity, Delicacy and Excellence. Special size 
Cigarettes, with any NAME, MONOGRAM, CREST or DE- 
SIGN, to order, at $5 for 500. Samptes on receipt 
of postage stamp. Samples of our Asthmatic and 
Catarrh “ee each, 25e. by mail. Psertess To- 
Bacco Works. WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., Rochester, N. Y. 


“PUCK” CIGARETTES 


ARE FASHIONABLE AT PRESENT. 


Their quality and make-up outshines all those heretofore used. 
They are made on a new system by 


B. POLLAK, 
the Manufacturer of NEW YORK, 
and sold by every first class dealer. 


THE MINING RECORD. 


$3 a Year. — Sample Copies Free. 


ENLARGED TO THIRTY-TWO PAGES, 


Full news from the Great GOLD and SILVER Mines, Orders 
executed for Mining Stocks in New York or San Francisco. 
A. B. CHISOLM, Proprietor, 
61 BROADWAY. 

















HEAPEST BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. 
58,672 Standard English Books 


AT OUR PRICE. 


75,276 Miscellaneous American Books, 


AT YOUR PRICE. 


112,726 Second Hand Books. 


AT ANY PRICE. 


Catalogue of General Literature free. 


LECCAT BROTHERS, 


3 Beekman St., near new Post Office. 





$7 7 7 A YEAR and expenses to agents. Outfit Free. 
Address P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Maine. 


HAMANN & KOCH. 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane. 


IMPORTERS OF PARIS CLOCKS. 


DEALERS IN.AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 


AND. ALL KINDS OF JEWELRY. 
Remember the Red 9. 


PD Mirvu 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 E. 14th Street, near 5th Ave. 


Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards, Decayed Teeth filled ina 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve them for life with 
pure Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 
Teeth cleaned in a harmless manner so as to give them the white- 
ness of ivory $1.00, Teeth extracted withcut pain. 

Everything warranted as represented, and the best materials 
used in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
CTgetH. Open Evenings and Sundays. 


CELEBRATED 


FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


) FELT FATS 


FOR GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 




















PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East lith Street, 
Between 1st & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only. 





BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCEHIMITT é HOEEHINWE. 


CENTRALZPARK LAGER BEER 
BREWERY, , 
Office, 159—165 E. 59th 
St. Ice-house and Rock-vaults, 56th \@ 
and 57th Street, Ave. A, and East ¥ 
River, N. Y hee 
We guarantee ** BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal Im- 
orted Bier in all respects, and to Exeel Domestic and 
Vestern Biers in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 
making it the 


* BEST SHIPPING BIER.” 


SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN BIER. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANALST ,NEW YORE, 
Manufacture Gold and Silver Medals and 
Badges for Schools, Colleges and Societies, 
also Class Rings. Designs and estimates 
sent to any part of the United States. — 
Wedding Rings from #3 to $12, all sizes. 
Keys that wind any Watch 25cts. Auto- 
matic Eye-glass Holder 25 cts. Heavy 
. Cased American Watches $8. Nickel Stem- 
] ® winders $10.—Any of these goods sent free 
- on receipt of price. 
we EsTABLIsuEpD 1838. 

CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


Brewery 















GUANACO, patented.... 2 OO 
SILK; paragon frame ..... 2 50 
The Famed 


““WEICHTLESS”.... 4.00 


gar Any of the above sent by ex- 


price. 


2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 


36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 


Ss 1188 BROADWAY, near agth st. 
y 405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 
ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 





press, securely packed, on receipt of 





IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ § HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets, Near Cortlandt Street, 


NEW YORK. 
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Champagne on Draught 10 Cts. a Glass. 


No. 10 BARCLAY ST., N. Y. 
RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sole Agents for 


Ayala-Chateau d Ay 


CHAMPAGNES. 
TAUNUS NATURAL MINERAL WATER. 
Dietrich & Co., Ruedesheim, Rhine Wines. 
L. Tampier & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 
Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs,, 
etc., etc. 




















Comfort, Durability, ~ 
Lightness and Elegance. 


THONET 


BROTHERS, 


Inventors and Manufacturers 
OF THE 
World Renowned 


AUSTRIAN 
BENT WOOD 
Furniture. 


PrinciPAL DEPOT FOR THE 
Unitep STATES: 


808 Broadway, 


NEW YORK, 
ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR 


HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, CAFES, ete. 


Price Lists and Cireulars Gratis. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 














three hours, For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 






































VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD: 


OoTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S. E. Cor. 59th St., 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St, 








L. DE VENOGE, 


41 South William Street, New York. 


CENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
'S ‘N JHL NI G3LYOdWI 

















D. A. MAYER, 


IMPORTER OF 


4YUNGARIAN WINES. 


526 Broadway,’ 
NEW YORK. 


THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “‘ PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connection with any other House in the United States. 
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THH FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 
porcelain base, porcelain handles to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 
on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover. 


IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US. 
SIZE. 
8 Cups 


PRIZE. 


HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutlery. Silverware, 


Cooking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerator; 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y, City, 





¢. 
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*“PIPER-HEIDSIECK.” We guarantee this medium 
dry wine to be superior in quality to any other CHAMPAGNE 
without regard to cost. 


PIPER “SEC” is more adapted to the German and Eng 
lish taste; is without bitterness and acidity, and dryer than 
any wine imported. It leaves the most delicious after-taste on 
the palate. 

SoLe AGENTS IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA, 


JOHN OSBORN, SON &CO., 


FouNDED IN 1836, 


45 Beaver Street, N. Y., 
And 44 St. Sacrament Street, Montreal. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITORE 


Upholstery, Decorations, «ce., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
91 BLEECKER S8T., NEW YORK. 








A Splendid Opportunity To Win A Fortune, 
FIFTH GRAND DISTRIBUTION, CLASS E, 
At New Orleans, Tuesday, MAY 13th, 1879, — 108th 
Monthly Drawing. 


Louisiana State Lottery Co. 


This Institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature of 
the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, for 
the term of Twenty-five Years, to which contract the 
inviolable faith of the State is pledged with a capital of $1,000,000, 
to which it has since added a reserve fund of $350,000. Irs GRAND 
Sincte Numser Distrisution will take place monthly on the 
second Tuesday. IT NEVER SCALES OR POSTPONES. Look at the 
following Distribution: 


Capital Prize, $30,000. 


100,000 Tickets At Two Dollars Each. 
Half-Tickets, One Dollar. 
LIST OF PRIZES. 
1 Capital Prize 
RN NE nig caceisccesinceescseurescaccea pes exam 10,000 
t Capital Prize 
2 Prizes of $2,500 
5 Prizes of 
20 Prizes of 
100 Prizes of 
200 Prizes of 
500 Prizes of 


1000 Prizes of ° 


I 
APPROXIMATION PRIZES: 
9 Approximation Prizes of $300 
g Approximation Prizes of 200....... 
9 Approximation Prizes of 100 
1857 Prizes, amounting t0.....  ...-eeeeeeee sie lalids camesnian eet $110,400 
Responsible corresponding agents wanted at all prominent 
points, to whom a liberal compensation will] be paid. 
Application for rates to clubs should only be made to the Home 
Office in New Orleans. 
Write, clearly stating full address, for further information, or 


send orders to 
M. A. DAUPHIN, 
P. 0. Box 692, New Orleans, Louisiana, 
or to H. L. Plam, 319 Broadway, New York. 
All our Grand Extraordinary Drawings are under the supervision 
and management of GENERALS G, T. BEAUREGARD anp 
JUBAL A, EARLY. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 


139—149 Bowery. 


PANTS to order $3.00 to $10.00 
SUITS to order . »$12.00 to $40.00 
SPRING OVERCOATS to order.... . sees ++ $12.00 to $16.00 








PATENT COVERS 





FOR 


FILING “PUCK” 


Price $1.00. 


FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK” 
OFFICE, 
13 North William St. 


BACK NUMBERS 
“PUCK” 


Can be Supplied on Demand. 





ADDRESS: 


Willmer & Rogers 
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NEWS COMPANY, 








31 Beek St., New York. 


Shipping American Wine 
At San Francisco for A. Werner & Co., 


‘subedweyy Aug e4j Xx , eoluewy,, 
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GENTLEMEN? s 
AND YOUTHS’ 


DRESS SHIRTS, 


TO ORDER AND READY-MADE. 
COLLARS AND CUFFS. 
FLANNEL TRAVELLING 





} 














NEGLIGEE & YACHTING SHIRTS, 
CHEVIOT AND PONGEE PAJAMAS, 
BREAKFAST, STUDY and 
SMOKING JACKETS, &ec. 


PLAIN TINTS for THEATRICAL USE. 
NOVELTIES IN 


REAL LISLE THREAD, 


ROMAN STRIPES, HAIR LINE STRIPES, 
RICH EMBROIDERED FIGURES. 





SOLID TINTS IN 


PALE AND DEEP SHADES. 
SANDAL LACE 


IN GREAT VARIETY OF 
COLOR AND DESIGN. 


Arnold, Constable & Co. 


BROADWAY, corner 19th STREET. 


CARPETS. 


SPECIAL AND EXCLUSIVE DESIGNS 


w AXMINSTER, 
~ WILTON 
BODY BRUSSELS, 
Tapestries 
and Ingrains, 


EIN EVERY VARIETY. 


ALSO, DRUGGETS, MATS, 
ENGLISH AND AMERICAN OILCLOTHS, 
LINOLEUMS, &c.,f&c. 


Arnold, Constable & Co. 


BROADWAY, corner 19th Street. 


PICH 

















2.00. 
KEPE HAVANA: 


TICKET OFFICE. 102 NASSAU S?.NY. 





Next Grand Drawing will take place May 10th, 


Capital $200,000 


$21 Prizes, amounting to 810,000. 
Tickets, $40. Halves, $20. Quarters, $10. Fifths, $8. 
Tenths, $4. ‘Lwentieths, "$2 Fortieths, $1. 

Special Raves to Clubs and Agents 4 on application. 
RENTUCKY STATE LOTTERY PRAWING MAY 15th. 
Capital, $14,000. Whole tickets, $1 
LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY DRAWS MAY 13th. 
Capital, $30,000, ‘lickets, 82. Halves, 81. 
ALL CERMAN STATE LOTTERIES. 
4ay- In writing orders or for intormaiion please state that 
you saw this in the ‘*Puck. l 























OPERA SILK LK HOSIERY 


OAR AAA A 


DALLA PL cr 


ESTABLISHED THREE SCORE AND TEN YEARS. 


127 











On Convenient Instalments. 


N o. 
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Also, Stones and Refrigerators, &c., &c , 
and Terms, for Two Weeks, to make Room for Enlargement, as we will occupy 


135 CHATHAM 


_B.M.COW PERTHWAIT & CO. 
155 | 
1ST 

IRNITU RE eC ARPETS.|| 


. 
gir 


ts: 


at Buyers Own Prices 


STREET. 





Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 
Goepel’s Classified; Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection. 
Publisher of ‘DER TECHNIKER,” a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 


vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $2.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


NOMORE RHEUMATISM, 


Gout, Gravel, er Diabetes. 


Schlumberger’s harmless, infallible French Salicylates relieves 
within 12 hours, cures with n 4 days. Box $1, postage free. Only 
depot in New York at 284 Sixth Ave. 

A. PARIS & CO., General Agents for U. S. 

Caution.—Other so-called agents for these medicines sell home- 
made counterfeits. 


Resize DEN asec OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach - Truchsess, 


162 West 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves., N. Y. 


Lats 








Cana STREET. 











C. PFAFF’S RESTAURANT, 


9 W. 24th St., near Broadway. N. Y. 


Breakfast from 7 a. M. to 1 P. mM. 50 cents.—Table d’hote from 
6—8 Pp. M. $1.00, incl. 4% bottle wine. 


Meals at all hours. Furnished rooms to let. 
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“EXPENSIVE BLOWING IN CONGRESS. 
Ljule Sau: Come, ye gas-bags, both blue and gray,—Start yourselves on your homeward way. 








